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rREFACE. 



This simple memorial of a beloved son is written 
with a threefold object — 

1st, To perpetuate in the minds of every mem- 
ber of his family the lively remembrance of his 
lovely character, and above all, of the high and 
holy principles which actuated him in all the 
relations of life, and in all his employments and 
recreations. 

2dly, For the encouragement of mothers, who 
often ^^sow in tears." Let them take courage. 
Let them never weary of scattering the precious 
seed of God's Word in the hearts of their little 
ones, for God Himself has promised, " It shall 
accomplish that which I please, and it shall 
prosper in the thing whereto I sent it." 

And, lastly y it is hoped, that it may prove some 
help to those young men who are in the same 
position in life, who walk the same slippery paths, 
whose daily routine of duty lies in the midst of 
those who ^' forget God." 

Who can contemplate unmoved that living 
stream which daily pours its tens of thousands 
into our great metropolis from e\et^ ^xjfexs:^ — 
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immortal beings, each one of whom we shall see 
again before the " judgment seat of Christ," for 
'^ God shall bring every work into judgment, with 
every secret thing, whether it be good, or whether 
it be evil."* Day by day they go forth, some to 
labour ; some to drudgery ; some, it may be, to 
pleasant, congenial work ; but still more to that 
which is wearisome, monotonous, harassing. 

How many among that multitude go forth to 
the great battle of life, clad in that armour which 
can alone protect them from the wiles of the 
world, the flesh, and the devil ? How many have 
that morning knelt in humble prayer to ask their 
Heavenly Father to guide and guard them, to 
" lead them not into temptation," to " deliver 
them from evil ? " Blessed be God I some have 
done this/ and they will be kept by His al- 
mighty power. For others, who are strangers 
to prayer, how many a fervent supplication has 
ascended from Christian mothers, that their sons 
might be preserved amid the thousand evils and 
temptations of that busy world into which they 
were about to plunge I Pray on ** without ceas- 
ing," anxious mother, such prayers are registered 
in Heaven I The answer will come — " Though it 
tarry, wait for it, because it will surely come, it 
will not tarry ! " 

* £ccles. xii. 14. 
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SIMPLE MEMORIALS. 



INFANCY AND EARLY CHILDHOOD. 

Thomas Kingsmill was born on Sunday, February 
16, 1840, at Stockton Heath, Cheshire, of which 
parish his father was incumbent. 

He was his mother's first-horn son ; and never 
did a mother's heart thrill with deeper emotion 
than when she pressed to her bosom that precious 
gift from God. And as weeks and months rolled 
on, that joy and delight grew more and more in- 
tense, till it seemed crowned by the early dawn of 
bright promise, and the budding forth of those 
lovely traits in his character which all through 
life endeared him so intensely to every member of 
his family, and made him esteemed and beloved by 
all who knew him. 

In his earliest childhood he was unusually 
thoughtful, and even his infantile remarks showed 
a refined depth of feeling rarely met with in so 
young a child. 

A letter of his dear {iather's describes him. ^t tk<^ 
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age of three years as " affectionate, grateful — slow 
of speech — never saying anything foolish." 

When a little older, his father again writes of 
him — " Tom is possessed of astonishing persever- 
ance and industry;" "he feels long and deeply 
when punished; " " he is very thoughtful." 

Perhaps, even in infancy, the most striking fea- 
ture in his character was the same which, as years 
advanced, grew in intensity and tenderness : his 
deep love to his mother. This was manifested 
not in as demonstrative a manner as by others ; 
but it was so imbedded in the depths of his sen- 
sitive, tender heart, that it became the mainspring 
of all his devotion to her through life. It was 
this deep love which suggested, at the early age 
of four and a half years, the question, " Shall I 
die with yoUy dear mamma?" and also the follow- 
ing remark to his elder sister — " What would you 

do, C , if your dear papa and mamma were to 

die?" To which she replied, "I don't know." 
Her brother then said, " I tell you what I would do. 
I would go to the place where they were buried, 
and I would tell the people to bury me there too; 
and then I should die and go to them and see them 
again.'*^ * On another occasion he said," Mamma, 
would you be sorry if we all died together? because 
then we should all be together in heaven ; but you 
would be unhappy ii one died at a time." 

♦ Very remarkable were those infantile words ; and how remark- 
able has been the coincidence that that darling son was laid in the 
tame grave with his beloved father— a space being reserved in it 
/(/r his mother J 
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. To mothers who love to study the workings of 
infant minds, the following extracts from his 
mother's note-book of nursery incidents and con- 
versations with her little ones may be of interest. 

" In 1844, when his mother was trying to 
explain the first promise of the Saviour (Gen. 
iiL 16), on coming to the words, ' Thou shalt 
bruise his heel,' he said, * Did that mean when 
they put nails in the feet of Jesus Christ to nail 
Him to the cross?' 

" 1845. — ^After talking to him about heaven, 
and then telling him what David said, * The law 
of Thy mouth is better unto me than thousands of 
gold and silver,' he said, * Mamma, when I grow 
up to be older, and have my nice watch,* / 'rf 
RATHER go to hcavcn, and be with God, than 
have my watch.' " 

Another day, after being some time in silent 
thought, he exclaimed, " I hope dear papa will 
never grow old, and have a bald head, and die. 
I hope he will always keep like ke is now,^* 

On another occasion, when there was a storm, 
he asked, " Mamma, do you think the angels help 
God to roll the thunder?" 

"1845. — To his brother — * Mamma told me to 
be very kind to you, and so I will, dear little 
'(kissing him). 

" Sept. 1, 1845. — ^Another day, showing his 
brother the picture of Samuel, he said, ^ Will you 
try to be like little Samuel, dear ? He was such 

* Which had been promised by bia unflU, 
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a good little boy ; and God called him, and he 
thought it was Eli. Poor old Eli I he didnt 
punish his sons when he ought, and so he .fell 
down dead.' 

^' Sept. 4, 1845. — * Mamma, does God love our 
dear baby? Are you quite sure of that? I 
am 80 glad He loves her. His mother replied, 
* Yes, my dear child, and so am I ; and I hope 
she will learn to love Him.' ^ Yes, mamma, and 
so do I ; and I hope I "may too. We must pray 
for her.' 

" Sept 13, 1845. — When reading to him about 
the prophet Elisha having his little room on the 
wall to go and sit in alone, he said, ^ He did not 
go without his Bible^ I dare say ; and then he could 
read about God, as well as think about Him.' 

''Sept. 14, 1845. — In church, when his father 
had finished reading the miracle of the seven 
loaves and two fishes, he whispered to his mother, 
*I8 that quite true, mamma?' ^ Yes, my dear.' 
He said, ' Then it tells us how great the power of 
God is. God can do very wonderful things.' 

'* Jan. 3, 1846. — ^Dear grandpapa is gone to 
heaven. We shall see him when we die. Shall 
we see King David in heaven ? Who would you 
rather see in heaven ? I would rather see God 
most of all. But who' besides would you rather 
see next ? Can God die ? Then how could Jesus 
die, because he was God? Are you sure it was 
only his body that died? Do soul and spirit 
mean the same? Which is the nicest to call 
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ours? I think spirit^ because God is a spirit. 
May we call God a soul if it means the same as 
spirit ? ' 

''Jan. 1846. — One day his Uttle brother was 
naughty, and rebelled against having his hair 
brushed. Tom said nothing aloud, but took his 
little brother away into another room. No one 
ever knew what passed there ; but in a few minutes 
he led him back to his mother, and sweetly said, 

* Here, dear mamma ; dear little is a good 

boy now ; and I have brushed his hair ; and he is 
very sorry.' When his mother was up in the 
night, walking about with the baby, Tom, who 
slept in the room, was much concerned that she 
should be up, and thoughtfully said, ' Have you 
got your shoes on, dear mamma ? You will catch 
cold if you have not. I am so sorry you have to 
get up.' 

''Feb. 1846. — In church, after listening very 
earnestly to the chapter about Adam and Eve 
sinning, he whispered at the end, ' Were they 
forgiven, mamma?' About the same time his 
papa preached about the eunuch and Philip ; and 
he brought home the whole story most accurately ^ 
though he had never heard it before. 

"Feb. 1846. — His mother was confined to her 
bed through illness. He was much pleased to be 
allowed to come to her at any time. He always 
sat very close to her, and said, ' Have you any- 
thing to say to me, dear mamma?' He always 
thus invited her to speak to him on reli^iQua 
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subjects. His mother spoke a little, and then he 
said, ^ May I read to you, mamma?' and fetched 
the Bible, and read a few verses. He then stopped 
and said very solemnly, ^ It is of no use at all to 
read the Bible, mamma, is it, unless we pray to 
God to make us understand it ? ' " 

About this time it was noticed that he be- 
came much more patient in bearing with his little 
brother, and he often tried to make him obedient, 
persuading him in the most gentle manner to go 
and do what he was bid ; as, for instance: — 

''March 1, 1846. — Little did not come 

directly he was called; Tom went to him, and 
putting his arm kindly round him, said, ' Go to 

dear mamma, dear little ; do go directly ; 

run like little Samuel. If you love God, you 
must do what you are bid.' And so he gently 
brought his brother. This same evening his 
mother read to him a short account of Huss, and 
when she came to the part where they said he 
must recant or die^ after explaining this to him, 
he said very earnestly, ' I would go on believing, 
mamma, if they did so to me ; I would still go on 
believing.' He then asked many questions about 
the soul, begging his mother to tell him what 
shape it was, &c., &c." 

He asked why we bowed on repeating the Creed 

in Church, and seemed quite satisfied when his 

mother told him that some people once dared 

to teach that Jesus was not God as well as man ; 

and 60 Christians agreed that when, in publicly 
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repeating the Creed in church, they came to the 
words, " and in Jesus Christ," they would bow 
down their heads to show to all present that they 
did believe in and worship Jesus as God, After a 
long pause, during which he was in deep thought, 
he said very solemnly, " Mamma, I believe that 
Jesus is God." 

His mother was most anxious, by God's bless- 
ing, to impress on his mind at that tender age a 
conviction of the unerring authority of God's 
Word, and that, when he grew older, whatever 
he heard or read should be tested by that infal- 
lible rule. 

He frequently, when reading any book, said, 
'' Is this true? " If his mother replied " Yes," 
he next asked, ^' Is it in the Bible?" If answered 
" No," he then required some explanation to assure 
him of its truth; but if answered "Yes," he was 
always quite satisfied. 

" March 22, 1846. — ' Mamma, if you had a new 
Bibky would you look to see if it was true? 
Will there be a Bible written about this time 
we live in?' " 

So particular was he about not differing in the 
smallest point from the Scriptures, that in copy- 
ing out little verses he endeavoured to make a 
different sort of writing for those words which 
were in italics. 

" March 1847. — When his mother was talking 
about the Saviour's love to us. His life of suffer- 
ing and sorrow, quoting Isaiah liii., * A Man of 
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sorrows and acquainted with grief,' Ac., and tell- 
ing how all, even His friends, forsook Him, he said, 
' He had onb friend, mamma ; but that one died 
before He did.' His mother could not understand 
his meaning, and questioned him. He repeated, 
' You know, mamma. He had one friend ; but that 
one died first.' His mother asked what friend 
he meant, and she was inexpressibly touched to 
find the dear child meant the mother of Jesus. She 
' asked why he thought she died before Jesus. The 
workings of that infant mind had wrought out this 
beautifol and tender thought, that he felt so sure 
that His mother never could or would have forsaken 
Him ; that, therefore, when told that all forsook 
Him and fled, he had always inferred that she 
must have died first." 

Very precious to his mother are the sweet memo- 
ries of those happy, peaceful Sunday evenings, 
when, with her dear little ones clinging around 
her, she was wont to listen to their sweet prat- 
tlings, and to strive to lead their infant minds 
from earth to heaven, and to tell them the " old, 
old story of Jesus and His love.'' Sometimes she 
would afterwards note down in a small pocket- 
book little remarks and incidents, which might 
enable her in after years to trace any peculiarity 
of mind or disposition in each child. From this 
MSS. the foregoing simple notes are extracted, 
which, it must be borne in mind, were all taken 
down while the dear child was under six years of 
age. 
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DuBiNG the first tender years of life he was 
taught by his mother, but when old enough he 
was sent to the Islington Proprietary School.* 
The monthly reports of his conduct while there 
were uniformly good. Sometimes " Exemplary " 
was the epithet placed in the " conduct " column, 
and on no occasion was a bad report given. 

Being the eldest son in a large family, it was 
thought necessary that he should, at the early age 
of fifteen, begin a course of training which should 
fit him for some situation in which he might be 
able partially to support himself. He was, there- 
fore, placed with a highly respectable tea-broker 
in the City. The manner in which he conducted 
himself in this situation will be best seen from 
the following testimonial : — 

"Fenchurch Street, June 11, 1859. 
" I have the pleasure to -certify that Mr Thomas 
Kingsmill was in my establishment as clerk. 
I found him diligent and gentlemanly in conduct, 
and competent to fulfil the duties required ; and 
the sole cause of his leaving my employ was that a 
more advantageous situation presented itself. 

" C. H." 

* See Letter No. 1, in Appendix. 
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Througli the kindness of the Earl of Chichester, 
he was theii employed as temporary clerk in the 
office of the Ecclesiastical Commissioners. On 
leaving this office he received the following testi- 
monial : — 

"11 Whitehall Place, 10th June 1869. 
"I have much pleasure in bearing my testi- 
mony to the uniformly good and gentlemanly 
conduct of Mr Thomas Kingsmill, and to the 
industry he displayed in the discharge of his duties 
during the time he was employed in this oflELce, 
which he left on receiving the appointment he now 
holds. J. J. Chalk, 

Secretary to the E. C, f<yr England.** 

The appointment here referred to was that of 
clerk to the Directors of Prisons, and from that 
he was promoted to be clerk to the Surveyor- 
General of Prisons. In this post he remained 
until the sudden death of Sir Joshua Jebb. 
Changes were then made in the whole depart- 
ment, and the clerkship was abolished, for which, 
of course, a compensation was given, according to 
the length of service and the salary which had 
been received. The manner in which the duties 
of that office were fulfilled are best proved by 
the following testimonial from E. Q-. W. Hender- 
son, Esq., Chairman of the Board: — 

^^ Mr Kingsmill has discharged his duties as 
Snrvejor - Grenerars clerk with diligence and 
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fidelity since his appointment, and has merited 
the approval of the olficers under whom he has 
served. E. G. W. Henderson. 

''October 27, ISe^r 

Very trying it was to a young man of his in- 
dustry and perseverance to be thus thrown out of 
a situation in which he met with the cordial ap- 
proval of all placed over him. But he was not 
discouraged ; he knew where to look for guidance 
and direction. He had early learned that blessed 
lesson, ^' Commit thy way unto the Lord ; trust 
also in Him, and He shall bring it to pass." And 
very speedily the Lord did open a way for him. 
Sir George Grey offered him the appointment of 
clerk in Bow Street Police Court. It was not 
the kind of work which was likely to prove con- 
genial to his refined and sensitive mind, but he 
thankfully accepted it rather than cause any ex- 
pense to his beloved father, then laid aside by 
ill-health. 

He was shortly transferred to the Police Court 
at Worship Street, and ere long, at his own re- 
quest, to Lambeth, On making known his wish 
to the magistrates he received from them the 
following notes : — 

" Dear Sir, — ^Although I shall be very sorry 
to lose you from Worship Street, I cannot hesi- 
tate to comply with your request. 

'' I have great pleasure in stating that^ in. m?j 
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opinion, you have discharged your duties as second 
clerk at Worship Street with care and efficiency. 
— Believe me, always, very sincerely yours, 

" 0. E. Emisok. 

" Thomas Kingsmill, Esq.'' 

" Worship Street Police Court. 
^^ My dear Sir, — It is with great regret that I 
liear that you are desirous of going to the Lam- 
beth Police Court ; nevertheless, if it is for your 
individual convenience, it will afford me much 
pleasure to hear that you have succeeded in ob- 
taining your wishes, although this Court will lose 
the service of a very valuable clerk. — Believe me, 
my dear sir, yours very faithfully, 

^^ J. G. Newton. 

" Thomas Kingsmill, Esq.** 

The manner in which he discharged his duties 
at Lambeth will be seen from the following 
testimonial,* given to him when he was thinking 
of applying for a more advantageous appoint- 
ment : — 

" I have much pleasure in stating that, since I 
have sat as a magistrate at this Court, I have had 
constant opportunities of witnessing the extremely 
efficient manner in which Mr Thomas Kingsmill 
has performed his duties as second clerk. He is 
a gentleman of excellent education, cultivated 

* See also Letters Nob. 2, 8, 4, in Appendix. 
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mind, and conciliatory manners ; and I consider 
him in all respects a meritorious and valuable 
officer, in whose success I feel much interested. 

" E. H. WOOLRYCH, 
" Magistrate^ Zamheih Police Court. 
** March 18, 1868." 



EARLY MANHOOD, 

HOME OCCUPATIONS AND RECREATIONS, 

The foregoing pages will suffice to show in what 
manner the subject of this memorial acquitted 
himself in his daily employment as a clerk in 
various offices in London. His unblemished 
character, his diligent attention to his duties, and 
his gentlemanly and conciliatory manners, are 
there borne witness to, not by some near and pre- 
judiced relative, but by those who were officially 
placed over him in the various offices in which he 
was engaged. 

Remarkable industry and indomitable persever- 
ance were as characteristic of his home occupa- 
tions and even recreations as of his official duties. 
'^ He is never a moment idle,'*, was the frequent 
remark of those who had an opportunity of ob-* 
serving his ordinary mode of life. And let it not 
be supposed that he was- one of those commonplace 
young men who are well content to have gained 
a clerkship in the Civil Service, and who never 
seek to rise above the monotonous occupation in 
which circumstances may have placed them. He 
WH8 possessed of intellectual aud refined tastes, 



EABLY UANHOOD. 15 

which he cultivated with great assiduity. He 
read, as much as his time would allow, standard 
works of approved authors. He gave some time 
to the study of Entomology, in which he took 
great pleasure; and he made a beautiful col- 
lection of British moths and butterflies, which 
he arranged with great skill and care in his 
small cabinet. 

Astronomy was always a most favourite study 
with him. He took every opportunity of gaining 
additional knowledge of this ennobling science, 
whether by the study of valuable works on the sub- 
ject, or by conversation with intellectual friends 
who were well acquainted with it. His beautiful 
telescope, with its celestial eyepiece, was a source 
of never-failing delight to him. Much did he 
love to have his mother for his nightly companion 
in the garden, and to point out to her some of 
those heavenly glories on which his glass was 
fixed. Some lovely planet, some double or 
coloured star, or some mysterious nebulae, would 
in turn be brought to view. Oh 1 happy, happy 
hours were those to that mother, whose heart beat 
in unison with her darling son's, in enthusiastic 
admiration of those wonderful works of God. 

He had great taste for drawing, and, had his 
time allowed, he would have so cultivated it, as to 
have excelled in that pleasing accomplishment. 

But of music he was passionately fond, espe- 
cially of sacred music, which he played with great 
taste, though entirely self-taught He h»ji ^\>^ 
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exquisite ear, and a very sweet tenor voice. He 
was for some years a member of the " National 
Choral Society," and of the " Sacred Harmonic 
Society," and only retired from them on account 
of a chronic delicacy of throat, which made the 
singing in choruses at the various oratorios too 
trying for him. His enthusiastic admiration of 
Handel's music was such, that he would often 
place one of his oratorios open before him when 
partaking of a solitary meal, that he might feast 
on the vivid memory of every note and passage 
before him. His deeply devotional spirit made 
him enter heart and soul into those wonderful 
compositions. 

Though possessed of the tenderest and most 
sensitive feelings, let it not be supposed that he 
was deficient in the taste for all that was noble 
and manly. He was an ardent Volunteer ; and 
was for many years respected as the honorary 
Secretary of the 4th Surrey Rifle Corps.* He 
excelled in the manly art of rifle-shooting, and 
won many valuable prizes. 

Most of the following letters have special refer- 
ence to his shooting at the Wimbledon meeting. 
They show how heartily he entered into the spirit 
of the meeting, how modest he was of his own 
powers, and how constant his thoughtful, affec- 
tionate remembrance of his mother, in whose 
lively sympathy in all his engagements he had 
the most entire confidence. 

* See Lettera Nos. 5 and 6 in Appendix. 
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"JwZy6, 1868. 

" Darling Mother, — I send you a hurried line 
this morning that I wrote on Saturday evening. 
This makes about £20 I have won this year. But 
mind, I don't expect anything at Wimbledon, 
except perhaps £5 ; for, though I won on Satur- 
day, the prizes were second and third prizes, 
except the running one, which I was by far the 
most pleased to have won. My shooting was far 
from good ; but others were worse. 

^^ I am very sorry that there is not another y^^^ 
before the Wimbledon meeting, for I was very 
much wishing to spend another Sunday with you 
before it begins. But I can't, as the shooting 
begins next Monday ; and, to get acclimatised, I 
think it would be advisable to go into camp on 
Saturday, when it opens. 

" I will keep you well postied up, you may 
depend, dear mother ; but I must impress upon 
you not to be sanguine. I have no confidence in 
myself. — I remain, your loving son, 

"Tom." 

*' National Rifle AssociaIion, 
WiMBLEDaN Camp, July 15, 1868. 

" Dearest Mother, — We have had another 
splendid night. I got your dear letter yesterday 
evening. I am thankful to say I did not suffer 
in any way by the two bad nights we began with. 
The second of them I slept soundly through; so I 
think they must have decidedly done me good. 
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Thank God, I feel very well ; and A., who visited 
me yesterday, thought I looked so. Taken as a 
whole, my shooting has been very good — that is, 
for me; not for many here ; but, for instance, I 
never made 19 before at 500 for any prize. I am 
sorry to say it won't win one of the £15 ; only a 
£10, I hope. There are two who made 20, and I 
know of one 'better 19' than mine; besides, it 
is not over, yet, and to-day is very fine. 

" I shot the 200 Alexandra yesterday. I made 
3 centres and 2 bulls — 17, which number took 
a prize last year, but probably won't this. There 
is, you know, 600 yards to be shot to-day. If I 
make a decent score, I may come into the dggre- 
gate prizes, having already 19 + 17= 36. Best 
love to the girls. — Your affectionate son, 

^'TOM." 

" National Rifle Association, 
Wimbledon QkmVyJuly 15, 1868, 

7 P.M. 

'^ Dearest Mother, — I promised to keep you 
posted up in the shooting. I have just done my 
200 yards, and made 15. 15 is a fair average 
score to ' go up with.' As I made two bull's- 
eyes, I ought to have made more. (Score was 
2, 4, 4, 3, 2 = 15.) It should have been at least 
17 — ^viz., the two outers should have been centres. 
In one of them I was quite conscious that it must 
be low right, as I knew I dropped a little to the 
right on the instant of pulling. Some men have 
made 19, 18, 17, and 16 plenty; but, as there 
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are two more ranges, 15 is not out of it I shall 
do my best at 500 and 600 yards. 

" I told you of the Alexandra 19 at 500, and 
17 at 200, and this morning I shot the five Alex- 
andra at 600 yards in excessive heat — 3, 3, 3, 3, 
4 = 16. 16 is reckoned a good score at 600, and, 
I should think, would come in for a £10 prize. 

" 19, 1 think, is sure of a £10 prize. 17 at 200 
is hardly enough to come in for even £3 ; but the 
aggregate — ^viz., 52 — is considered very good, and 
will probably come in for a £10. I think it very 
probable it will be beaten for the £15 — ^viz., first 
prize. It would be very jolly to take one in each, 
and aggregate too. 

^' The aggregate Alexandra prizes are quite new 
this year. Very fortunate for me ! 

" I feel so happy in thinking of the pleasure 
my success gives you always. It is a great extra 
incentive.— From your affectionate son, 

'' Tom. 

"P.5.— I am in fine health." 

" National Rifle Association, 
Wimbledon Camp, JiUi/ 20, 1868. 

" My dear Mother, — I have just sent you a 
telegram with some good news. Till I actually 
see my name upon the notice-board as the win- 
ner, I feel that it is too good to be true that I 
have won £50.* My score was this: — Seven 
shots at 600 yards — 

<^2, 3, 4, 4, 4, 3, 4 = 24 total. 

* The Alexandra prize. 



20 EABLY MANHOOD. 

" It was very lucky forme, as there is no Becond 
prize, as you will see by the programme. Best 
love to the dear girls. — From your loving son, 

" Tom.'' 

To the above may perhaps be annexed his 
mother's reply, found treasured among his 
papers : — 

«Ji%20, 1868. 

" My darling Tom, — How good of you to think 
of your mother in the hour of your triumph 1 It 
is impossible to tell you how great my joy at suck 
great success 1 I have been trying not to expect 
nor look out too much, and so it came with a 
greater surprise of delight. I knew so well that 
you would look to God, and trust to Him to give 
you needful skill and success, if it were good for 
you^ that I felt I could then safely leave the 
matter, and not be anxious. I am sure you will 
think of your precious father, and what joy he 
would have felt. What pride he always took in 
your shooting, and how much he encouraged yoa 
to cultivate so manly an art 1 

^' May ^ your father's God ' ever bless and pros- 
per you in all you put your hand to, is the fervent 
prayer of your very devoted mother, 

" M. T. K." 



WALKING TOURS. 

He revelled in the beauties of nature. His holi- 
days were almost always spent in some delightful 
walkiug-tour. In 1859 he selected North Wales ; 
the foUowiug year the Channel Islands ; in 1861, 
Ireland ; in 1862 he took the English Lakes ; and 
his diary contains most interesting details of all 
these pedestrian tours. Each day's progress is 
recorded; and on every Sunday, one invariably 
sees the entry, ^^ Attended divine service;" and, 
when possible, it is added, " and partook of the 
Holy Communion." 

In 1863 his excursion was in Scotland ; and it 
was on that occasion that he penned the following 
sweet note to his mother : — 

" Rothesay, September 8, 1863. 

" Darling Mother, — I shan't try to beat those 
letters I wrote when a boy, because I know you 
are quite satisfied that my love increases, instead 
of diminishing. Darling mother I I hJpe your 
head is quite well again. Drop ever so short a 
note to me at P. Office, Inverness. 

'^ I know that though, when I am travelling, I 
am in hardly any more danger than in my ordi- 
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nary pursuits, trains, Ac, I have the benefit of a 
loving mother's prayers for me. I know you won't 
feel nervous about me, as I believe my life is in 
our heavenly Father's keeping ; and I know you 
have confidence that * God, the Protector of all 
them that put their trust in Him,' will keep me from 
evil, as He has hitherto done. I only say this just 
to prevent your being anxious about me.' Adieu, 
dearest mother. From Tom." 

In 1864 he visited Devonshire and the neigh- 
bouring counties. After that he spent his holi- 
days with his family at St Leonards, whither they 
had removed, on account of his dear father's fail- 
ing health. 

Thus far it has only been attempted to give a 
sketch of that outer life which was known to 
friends and acquaintance in general. But who 
can describe the daily home-Wi^'i — the holy in- 
fluence silently exercised by the humble, consist- 
ent Christian walk — the thousand acts of kind 
and loving thoughtfulness — the constant self- 
denial and self-forgetfulness — the "in honour pre- 
ferring one another," which was his daily rule? Ask 
his brothers^ with whom he lived, and they will tell 
what manner of life he lived among them. Ask 
each one of them who was the 6i08t consistent, 
humble-minded young Christian they ever knew^ 
and they will, with one voice, reply, " Our sainted 
brother I " Oh ! how did he strive, silently and 
prayerfaWj^ to lead their youthful steps into the 
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way of life ! How did he quietly and patiently 
wait every evening till each laid down his respec- 
tive employment, and then unobtrusively propose 
to conduct their evening sacrifice of prayer and 
praise, together with the reading of God's Holy 
Word ! How would he send a few lines of faithful, 
loving counsel to a sister, if he thought at any 
time her heart was growing cold towards that 
Saviour who was ever the object of his adoring 
love I How he wrote out for each brother and 
sister a copy of a short and touching prayer for 
his poor widowed mother, entreating them all to 
unite in the heartfelt use of it day by day ! 

These and a thousand other sweet memories rise 
up to make his loss the more intensely felt by 
every member of his family. But to his mother I 
what tongue can tell how agonising the blank to 
her ! Such a son was the joy and stay of her 
widowed heart. To her he was so inexpressibly 
dear, that when, in the days of his buoyant health, 
friends would sometimes ask her questions about 
him, she was often wont to reply, '' Oh ! you must 
not ask me about him; I can tell you all about my 
other children, but about my eldest son I dare not 
trust myself to speak ; he is so good^ so exemplary^ 
that I should say rmre than perhaps any mother 
ought to say about her own child." 

Perhaps the simple insertion of the following 
letters will best show what that beloved son was 
to his mother. 
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■ 

^'Axigust 1865, Tuesday Evening. 

" Darling Mother, — I regret very much to be 

obliged to tell you of Mrs B 's death. J 

weut up there this evening, and found the blinds 
all down, which is the fatal sign. Of course he 
went no farther. It is indeed sad to lose such a 

friend as Mrs B , and the blow will be a 

heavy one for Mr B and . For her ' to die 

is gain.' How truly may we thank God, in the 
Liturgy, ^ for all His servants departed this life 
in His faith and fear ! ' Death, when brought 
home to me by the death of friends or those I 
know, always seems to fill my mind with varied 
emotions, and I feel the awful reality of death, 
and the all-importance of having faith in the 
atonement of Jesus, and living a life that shall 
be H constant preparation for death. Such 
thoughts, however, unhappily, generally gradually 
wear away, and it requires to watch and pray to 
keep alive this endeavour to live a holy life, even 
in spite of the comfort and peace of mind derived 
from it. I do not think any one can be really 
happy, or at any rate, be so happy, as one who 
looks for eternal glory through the merits of the 
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Saviour, and who takes Jesus as his example, 
and tries to love Him as He ought to be loved. 

" I suppose you will write*. I hope Mrs B 

was conscious, and did not suffer much pain, and 
was able to receive the Holy Communion. I 
pray that all of us may be preserved ' from sudden 
death,' and may be prepared for it. 

^' I have not time to write a proper letter, and 
therefore I dare say you won't mind this pencil 
note. 

" Best love to dear father. Your Tom." 

^^ January b, 1866. 

" My dear Mother, — I did not write by the 
eleven a.m. post, as instead I went up to Christ's 
Church, Marylebone, and got the copy of the certi- 
ficate of your marriage. It need not be sent in 
yet. 

^' How I thought of you, my sweet mother, so 
long ago kneeling on the spot on which I knelt 
in that church, joined together by God then 
(what God hath joined together, let not man put 
asunder), and now separated by Him for a time 
to be presently (I was going to say, joined p,gain 
in glory) ; but I remember * they neither marry 
nor are given in marriage' there; but to join him 
in praising for ever and ever the Lamb! You 
must, dear mother (but I know you do), think of 
his perfect peace now and eternal bliss for ever. 
These thoughts will support you, and you will 
' bless His holy name ; ' for our dear father ^ de- 
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parted this life in Thy faith and fear.' I need 
not remind yon, however, of what has been so 
constant a comfort to yon. Still at times natnre 
mil feel more acutely than at others. 

" I hope to be with yon to-morrow at about 
half-past five. . . . 

" Tom." 

" My dearest Mother, — I have not heard from 

Mr yet. But I am sure that if he can at all 

manage it, he will come back in time for me to go 
down on Saturday night 

" My dear mother, we cannot but think very 
much of you at this time. It must indeed be an 
intensely trying time to you, but I earnestly pray 
that you may be strengthened to bear it Re- 
member, dear mother, that you are one year nearer 
to the time when you will join our sainted father in 
rest. 

" If I should not be able to come down on 
Saturday, you must try aAd feel that it is duty 
that prevents. Indeed, I need not tell you this ; 
for you have been such an example to your chil- 
dren in sacrificing inclination to a sense of duty, 
that none of us can help trying to do the same. 

" Your loving son, Tom." 

" January 6. 

"Dearest Mother, — I have just read your 

sweet letter again, and wonder that I took so little 

notice of it in my other letter. I can do very well 
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without the clothes, darling mother ; and as to the 

rug, suggested giving it to him. I am very 

glad he had them all. I knew he would find the 
North very different from winter in St Leonards. 
I pray that you may be even happy in your soli- 
tude, being cheered by the presence of Jesus, your 
* Shepherd, Husband, Friend.' Remember, while 
our heavenly Father, in His great mercy, is spar- 
ing you to us, that each day brings you nearer to 
the happy meeting where parting and sorrow will 
be no more. 

" I did not tell you that and I seemed to 

think that our dear father's grave would be kept 
neater if it had a border of stone. But it is for 
you, darling mother, to form your opinion as to 
whether you would prefer it. You had better, I 
think, wait till the weather is better before at- 
tempting to go. Besides, the roots we put in 
had not begun to grow, but by-and-by I dare say 
they will. We put in so many, and such good 
roots of ivy (the small-leaved), that I hope it will 
quickly cover the stone. . . . — I remain, your 
loving son, Tom. 

" P. /S. — Don't thank me, dear mother, for any- 
thing I can do to my dear father's grave I It is 
a hallowed spot where we committed his dear 
body to the earth, where it will rest till it please 
Almighty God to raise it up again — the same 
BODY, but ^ sown in corruption, raised in incor- 
ruption ' — a glorious body, to be again. i\ik^\^\^<^^ 
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by his holy, happy spirit, to enjoy with yourself 
the glories of eternal bliss in the presence of the 
risen Saviour." 

" Teinity Tbbbacb, May 2, 1866. 

" My very dear Mother, — You will be glad 
to know that my cough is better, though the 
weather is so cold : I can't expect to lose it 
altogether yet. . . . My dear mother, I am very 
anxious that what is selected as a stone for the 
grave of our beloved father should be what you 
like, and you will perhaps now be better able to 
write me your views on the subject. You asked 
me about the inscription. Whatever your own 
feelings dictate to you I am sure will be best. 
Still I have just put down the kind of inscription 
I think you would like. I think you said you 
thought it better to put the information as to Lane 
End, &c. The other plan would be merely to put 
name, dates, and motto. The reason in favour of 
this would be that none but friends would want 
to visit it, and they would know already ; but I 
merely mention this as a matter for you to ex- 
press your wishes upon. My precious mother, I 
trust it is not too much for you my writing to you 
on this subject. I cannot tell you how I treasure 
the memory of my sainted father. Whether I 
think of his patient sufferings, and his sweet and 
loving looks and manner, or of him when he was 
stronger and able to garden, Ac, I see more and 
more to Ioyq and admire in his character. But, 
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dear mother, it is no use my writing this to you, 
as, of course, I cannot properly express my 
thoughts about dear father ; but still I know that 
you are glad to think that we do so much revere 
the memory of such a father as God graciously 
blessed us with. We cannot thank Him enough 
for such parents as ours, I am very glad dear 
Carrie saw the grave ; I am sure it will prove a 
comfort to her to have done so. I would attend 
to your wish as to leaving room on the stone for 
your name to be added to father's ; but do not be 
impatient to join him, my darling mother. I 
pray that it may please God to spare you till old 
age for us all to love and cling to. You will 
always have the joyful meeting to look forward 
to. The time (if it be thirty years) will be really 
short to look back upon. What desolation we 
should feel if we lost you too, as we now seem to 
concentrate our affections on you ! I shall, if pos- 
sible, come down for Sunday week (13th May). 
It will be the second Sunday in month, and there 
is the early celebration of the Communion at St 
Mary's. I think, at the close of the prayer for the 
Church militant, that, if any one can, we can 
^ bless God's holy name for all His servants de- 
parted this life in His faith and fear, and beseech 
Him to grant us grace 80 to follow their good ex- 
ample^ that with them we may be partakers of His 
heavenly kingdom ' (especially our dear departed 
father). 

" I do not wish you to write. I wowW uot m%(v. 
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you to write a word more than necessary, I know 
you would do so, but that you have not time nor 
head for writing. I only ask you to confine your- 
self to the subject of the stone, and whether you 
would like it put in hand at once. I should. I 
feel it to be a slight tribute of love. 

" The poor man I told you of was very grateful, 
and I was very thankful to find that the clergy- 
man had been regularly to see him, and that he 
appreciated his visits, and was going to receive 
the Holy Sacrament. If one at all realises the fact 
of a fellow-creature actually dying, one cannot 
but be anxious for him to have the benefit of 
spiritual advice and guidance in preparation. So 
few, alas I are at all like dear father when their 
time comes. — Your affectionate son, Tom.'* 

''Mayl, 1866. 

" My dearest Mother, — I write to send you my 
beat love on your birthday, and to wish you many 
happy returns of it. Remember what our beloved 
father said about being happy in the Spring 
again ; and how he seemed comforted at the 
thought of your goiug on happily. I am indeed 
thankful that you are so greatly comforted and 
supported. There is a great deal of comfort in the 
Psalms of last evening's service (xxxii.,xxxiii., and 
xxxiv.) ; indeed, as we were singing them, I could 
not help thinking them the most beautiful in any 
one service. I send you a birthday text. Best 
iove from your affectionate son, Tom.'* 



CORRESPONDENCE. 31 

" My dearest Mother, — ... I went to Mrs 
-, and dined there yesterday. I do like her 



very much. I wish she could manage to go and 
see you, for she does speak so much and so lov- 
ingly of our sweet father. She was so very fond 
of him. It is very pleasing to hear dear father 
spoken of with such love and admiration. It was 

so with and , where I was the previous 

Sunday. • . . — I remain, my dearest mother, 
ever your loving son, Tom." 

" ' In my Father's house are many mansions.' 
^ Let not your heart be troubled.' " 

*^ August IS67. 

'' Dearest Mother, — ... I am very glad to 
read the concluding sentence of your letter. It 
is a great lesson to me, and also shows me ho\^ 
you are sustained through all the changes and 
chances of this mortal life, and your heart is fixed 
where true joys are to be found. How few of us 
have attained to your faith and dependence upon 
God as a Father ! We know His love and pro- 
mises, and yet even our trifling trials worry us so 
much, and it is so hard to look upon them a^ a 
necessary discipline. I say 'we,' but I speak 
particularly for myself, for I am ashamed of 
fretting and being worried by trifles (especially 
when I see how you take your much greater 
ones). — Your loving son, ^o^r 
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*^ Dearest Mother, — One would imagine that 
the slightest thought would prevent any one hurt- 
ing your feelings^ to consider how sensitive they 
are, to say nothing of God having taken from you 
our beloved father, your natural supporter. But 
remember, dearest mother, that you have an Al- 
mighty Supporter. ' Whenmyfatherandmy mother 
forsake me, the Lord taketh me up.' Remember 
the words of our Lord Jesus Christ, ' These words 
have I spoken unto you that in Me ye might have 
joy. In the world ye shall have tribulation; but be 
of good cheer J I have overcome the world.' — Your 
loving son, Tom. 

" P.S. — It is a comfort to think that not only is 
it our own friends, as individuals, who pray for 
those who are anyways afflicted or distressed in 
mind, body, or estate, but the Church at large, to 
which is added the intercession of our Lord Him- 
self." 

" May 8, 1867. 

" My dear Mother, — This is a poor apology for 
a birthday letter, my sweet nxother. I should 
have written yesterday a better letter. I thought 
of its being your birthday a day or two ago, but 
forgot yesterday, and consequently have to write 
in the train. 

'' May God bless you, dear mother, with in- 
creased health and streugth, and with success in 
your work, and comfort you under your bereave- 
ment, is my daily pray ev ; and' still more to-day must 
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we intercede for her whom we love more than all on 
earth. I am so glad to hear a better account of you, 

^' You are, dearest mother, a bright pattern to 
your children of resignation to the will of our 
heavenly Father. 

^' This was one of the thoughts that soothed our 
beloved father as he fell asleep in Jesus, feeling 
that you would not sorrow as those who have no 
hope. With such consolation as you have, it 
seems quite superfluous to refer to the reasons 
why you especially should not mourn. Yet it is a 
happy thought to think of our precious father 
still in the Church — not the Church ^militant/ 
nor yet in the Church triumphant, but still in the 
Church, the communion of saints. 

" Part of the host have crossed the flood. 
And part are crossing now." 

'' ' Asleep in Jesus,' in the rest of paradise, 
with the holy prophets, apostles, martyrs. What 
a thought that dear father should be with them, 
and with your dear father and mother in such safe 
keeping I 

'' Even the mortal remains of our sweet father are 
in the care of the Church on earth, lying in holy 
ground, until it pleases God to quicken them, when 
' the dead in Christ shall rise first.' You, dear 
mother, can truly say, you * know whom you have 
believed, and are sure that He is able to keep that 
which you have committed to Him to that day.' 

" ' We shall go to him, but he shall not returr 
to us.' 
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'' ' JTetos lives ! no longer now can tby terrors, Death, appal us. 

Jesus lives 1 by this we know thou, Grave, cannot enthral 

us. Alleluia ! ' 

^ Therefore, comfort one another with these words ' 
— ^ Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord, for 
they rest from their labours, and their works do 
follow them.' 

" I hope we shall all endeavour to let our dear 
parent's works follow him, by keeping his example 
before us, and aiming at the holy life which we 
saw in him was possible. 

" Let this be your Easter and birthday thought 
— our dear father still ^ in communion ' with us. 

'^ God bless you, dear mother. — Your affec- 
tionate son, Tom." 

" May 7, 1868. 

^^ My dearest Mother, — I cannot write a very 
long letter, but I must write to wish you many 
happy returns of your birthday. It is, I know, one 
of those anniversaries on which you specially feel 
the loss of our beloved father. 

" Darling mother, it is a source of thankfulness 
to us to have seen you enabled, in so great a degree, 
to realise his tender loving hope and assurance, 
that you would be happy again. Nothing makes 
your children so happy as to see you well and in 
good spirits. You have indeed been an example 
to us, dear mother. 

" The love of all your children may help to sus- 
tain you, but I know your chief consolation is your 
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belief in the resurrection of the dead — that your 
life (which is but as a vapour) will, as soon as 
God wills it, pass away, and that you will then go 
to where he is in bliss, until your bodies (which 
will be lying together in the same grave in Hol- 
lington Churchyard until the great resurrection- 
day) shall together be raised from corruption to 
incorruptioii — glorious bodies, without spot or sin, 
and fit to take part for ever with the countless 
numbers in heaven, in singing, ^ "Worthy is the 
Lamb which was slain, and hath redeemed us/ 
For the sake of * Him in whom you have believed,' 
you know that the Great Judge will welcome you 
to the kingdom prepared for you I This, I have 
no doubt, enables you to say, ^ death ! where is 
thy sting ? grave I where is thy victory ? ' I 
have said all this, darling mother, though I cannot 
bear to think of your death. Nothing could be a 
greater trial to us than to lose you, our precious 
mother. The very thought of it is saddening, 
and I pray God in His mercy to spare you many 
years to us, as an object of our best love, for us to 
cherish and protect when you are an old woman. 
So I will again wish you many happy returns of 
the day. — Darling mother, your loving son, 

" Tom." 



To ms Sister. 

^^ November Q, 1868. 

^^ Dear M , — I thought you would like to 
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read the account of the death of a good man.* The 
simple and sincere faith in the Saviour, and reliance 
on His merits, certainly reminded me of our dear 
father's happy and peaceful end ; and I thought 
that you would also think of it. It is an event 
which we ought not to shrink from looking back at. 
It was only the gloomy portal through which our 
dear father had to pass, leading, thank God, not 
to annihilation or darkness, but into the rest of 
paradise, peaceful and light, where it pleases Q-od 
that the spirits of those who die in the faith and 
love of Jesus shall repose until * the resurrection 
to eternal life,' when the same body, though now 
di;st and corruption, shall be raised a glorious 
body, like the body of the Lord Himself (accord- 
ing to what the Church may well call ^ His mighty 
working '), and re-united to the soul, and dwelt in 
again by the Holy Ghost, shall have its perfect 
^ consummation and bliss, both in body and soul in 
eternal glory.' The festival of All Saints, last 
Sunday, was particularly calculated to raise these 
considerations in our minds ; and we might well 
commemorate, with thankfulness, the blessed ones 
whose souls, after being delivered from the 
burden of the flesh, are in joy and felicity, and 
pray for grace to follow them. I know of nothing 
uninspired which, to my mind, is equal to the prayer 
before ^ the collect,' at the end of the Burial Ser- 
vice. I think it is an exquisite composition. 
After the first part of it, it would be almost im- 

*Late Archbialiop ol ConXAtburj. 
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possible to stop short of the earnest prayer that 
God ^ will shortly accomplish the number of His 
elect, and hasten His kingdom.' (How miserable 
these thoughts make appear the mutes, the black 
feathers, and all the wretched shams and emblems 
of a dark and hopeless despair, which undertakers 
love to display, &c.) Best love, as usual. — Your 
loving brother, " Tom." 



Letters from his Mother. 

" My BARLma Tom, — I am very busy, and can 
only send a line to thank you for your sweet, lov- 
ing letter. Always you send me some precious 
word of comfort, which is often exactly 4n season.' 
. . . — Your devoted mother." 

" April II, isee. 
" My very dear Boy, — ... I am always 
thinking of you, and of all your dutiful, thought- 
ful, tender love to your mother. God bless you ! 
my own beloved son, and may He make His face 
ever to shine upon you I Oh I it does make me so 
happy to know that you are ' seeking first the 
kingdom of God and His righteousness ; ' and I 
knoro that all other needful things God will add 
unto you. Dear Tom, I cannot tell you what a 
comfort it was to me, attending that blessed service 
with you on Easter-day. I seem to have been espe- 
cially sustained and comforted evei e^iicks,^* "Sss^ 



38 COBBISPOKDSKCX. 

glad I ghall be if jou can arrange to come down, 
especially on those Sandays when there is the early 
communion at St Mary Magdalen's ; or sometimes 
we could go to Hollington. dear Tom ! let ns 
* watch and pray,* that we may * walk worthy of 
the vocation whereonto we are called ! ' . . . — 
Your own mother.** 

« April 15, 186a 

" Mt own darling Tom, — I must write a few 
lines to tell you how deeply I am touched by all 
your tender thoughts of me, and of all my little 
wants. Dear, dear boy! your devoted, dutiful 
affection is very precicms to me, and does more 
than I can express to soothe my sad spirit. Dur- 
ing my remaining days on earth, I shall lean on 
you, my beloved son, and look on you as my 
dearest and best earthly friend. I do not mean 
my dearest child — for my love to my children 
knows no such distinction. They are all loved 
with a love deeper than I can tell. But you are 
my first-horn son ; and well indeed have you 
proved yourself worthy of this birthright of the 
eldest son of a widowed mother. 

" Dear Tom, your many little thoughtful atten- 
tions seem to me like the sweet, soft shadows of 
those which have gladdened my whole life, but 
which are now passed for ever away. I can only 
add the fond love of your devoted mother." 

« Ma'}j 9, 1867. 

^^It will indeed be delightful to see you to-mor- 
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row; but I never urge it, because I know liow much 
judgment is required in taking or asking leave. 
But whether you can come or no, you have the 
pleasure of thinking how much you have often and 
constantly comforted me by your letters, as well 
as by your presence, especially by your last sweet 
letter. Dear Tom, I cannot tell you what I felt 
while reading it ; but I can tell you that when 
ended, I fell on my knees to thank and praise my 
heavenly Father for having given me such a son, 
and to pray that through grace he might ever be 
kept ^ steadfast, immovable, always abounding in 
the work of the Lord.' The thoughts you suggest 
are indeed a source of never-failing consolation to 
me. — Your devoted mother." 

" 142 Marina, St Leonard's, 
Friday^ January 31, 1868. 

"Do you remember, darling Tom, this day; 
sacred indeed to me now, but oh ! how changed ! 
Always was it kept as a joyous gala-day among 
you children. Your precious father's birthday ! 
Dear Tom, my heart is sad and weary, though 
comforted by God's gracious promises, and by the 
devoted, tender affection and sympathy of my be- 
loved children I 

" May God ever bless and prosper you, my dar- 
ling boy I You have done more to soothe your 
mother's sorrowing heart than words can ever 
tell. I KNOW a special blessing will rest upon 
you. I have never answered your question. I 
should wuch wish the stone placed a& '^qjvs.^sjl^ 
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proposed, round that sacred, beloved spot. Dear 
Tom, I seldom trust myself to write on the one 
subject which night and day ever dwells first in 
my mind ; for if I did, it would unfit me for the 
routine of daily life, which I often find it very 
hard to keep up to. 

" Ever, with fond love, and hoping to see you 
to-morrow, your devoted mother, 

" M. T. K," 

" 142 Mabina, May 12, 1868. 

** My dabling Tom, — Thank you very much for 
the splendid present you have given me, in union 
with your brothers. It is very beautiful, and will 
be a great ornament to the house, as well as most 
useful. My only regret is, that my dear children 
should have spent so much for me. If you were 
all rich^ I should not object to such tokens of a 
love which is far too deep and too precious to need 
them. 

" May God bless and abundantly reward you 
all, my beloved sons, for your devoted affection 
to your mother. Your letter^ dear Tom, was 
very, very precious to me, alid a sweet solace to 
my spirit. — Your devoted mother, 

" M. T. K." 



Fbom an Uncle. 

" 20<A A'prU, 1868. 

^^My dear Tovl^ — I was greatly pleased by your 
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letter. It was a very great comfort for me to learn 
from it that the cloud had been dispersed ; and, 
more than this, I was greatly pleased with the 
manner in which you expressed yourself upon the 
matter. 

"It has been a cause of sincere satisfaction to 
me for some time to have heard of your steady 
and Christian conduct. Your position, I am 
sure, exposes you to many trials. I often think 
of them from interest in you ; and I am thankful 
that you are seeking strength and grace to bear 
them where you certainly will not seek in vain. 

"May God bless you, my dear Tom, and make 
you, with your brothers, as far as can be, a sup- 
port and comfort- to your dear mother, in the 
place of your revered father. — Your affectionate 
uncle." 



■ During the last year of his life, there was a re- 
markable growth in grace, a still deeper devout- 
ness of spirit, and an increase of all that was 
"lovely and of good report." His light "could 
not be hid ; " it shone forth in his very counten- 
ance, so that many used to remark, " What a 
heavenly expression that face always wears ! " And 
so it did; if the combination of intelligence, 
manliness, gentleness, goodness, and himiility 
could so render a face naturally attractive. 

Never let young men say that their position, 
their calling, or their business prevent tlAftvt \i^\s^^ 
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religious. No young man could have been placed 
in a position less likely to conduce to this result 
than the subject of this memorial. Any one 
acquainted with London, or perusing the daily 
journals, must be aware of the various forms of 
sin which are of necessity investigated at a London 
Police Court. How trying to a refined mind to 
be compelled to listen to all these records of sin and 
woe ! How likely that the youthful mind should 
be contaminated by constantly hearing of wicked- 
ness so gross and revolting ! Truly, but for God's 
special grace, it might have been so. But this 
loved one instead '^ grew in grace, and in the 
knowledge and love of God his Saviour," in the 
midst of all this adverse influence. Would any 
know the secret of this blessed result? Let 
them then ponder this fact, that ere that young 
man went off in the morning, he ^^ entered into 
his closet, and shut his door, and prayed to his 
Father in secret," that He would keep him from 
'' the evil of the world," that He would enable him 
^^ to fight the good fight of faith," and give him 
strength and grace to *^ walk worthy of the voca- 
tion wherewith he was called." Did ever such 
prayers go unanswered ? No ! and never will ; 
for though ^' heaven and earth pass away," yet 
shall not His *^ Word pass away," and that Word 
has declared, ^^ Ask, and it shall be given you.^'* 

But there was another secret of his holy walk 

with God. " From a child he had known the 

, Holj Scriptures ; " and in those Scriptures he had 



COBRESPONDEKCE. 43 

learned the verse, ^^Wherewithal shall a young 
man cleanse his way? By taking heed thereto 
according to Thy Word ; " and another, " Thy 
Word have I hid in my hearty that I might not sin 
against Thee." How literally he carried ont these 
precepts, perhaps none but his mother ever knew. 
But, thank God, she did know that, deposited in 
that office-desk, were selected portions of the Word 
of life ; sometimes a gospel, sometimes an epistle, 
lay open there, so that when an interval in the 
business of the Court allowed, he would raise the 
lid of that desk, and, seen by no eye but that of 
his heavenly Father, he would take a fresh 
draught of that " pure milk of the Word," and 
then return to his work with a mind hallowed and 
a spirit chastened by that secret converse with his 
heavenly Father, just as one exposed to the con- 
tamination of some fatal epidemic would frequently 
have recourse to the specific which he was assured 
by his physician would effectually guard him 
against infection. But, lastly, another safeguard 
was in the fact that he never lost an opportunity 
of endeavouring, in his own retiring, unobtrusive 
manner, to benefit the souls or bodies of the 
wretched outcasts who, with their miserable rela- 
tives, thronged that court. If, perchance, some 
poor broken-hearted widowed mother came before 
the magistrate to speak for a worthless son, who 
had been caught in some act of theft, he would 
watch for an opportunity of inquiring how this 
poor friendless mother supported li^t^^li ^^^V«x 
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younger chadren ; and finding how pressing her 
want, he would freely give of his own little to 
assist her, or he would write to his mother to ask 
if she could supply her with needlework, &c. 

He kept at his office a good supply of excel- 
lent tracts and papers for distribution among the 
relatives of the prisoners brought up for trial, as 
also for the messengers and other subordinate 
officers employed at the court. 



LAST DAYS, ILLNESS, AND DEATH. 



**Por my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways 

my ways, saith the Lord." 
" I was dumb, I opened not my mouth, because Thou didst it.'* 
" What I do thou knowest not now, but thou shalt know here- 
after." 



That one so excellent, the eldest son of a widowed 
mother, at once her stay, her comfort, and her joy, 
the wise guide of his younger brothers and sisters, 
ever striving to lead their youthful steps into the 
path of life, and setting them a bright example by 
his holy life — that such an one should have been 
snatched away in all the bloom and vigour of his 
early manhood, by a stroke as sudden as it was 
crushing — all this is mysterious indeed. But for 
the sustaining power of God's mighty arm, who 
could have borne it? But for the help of His 
almighty grace, who could have said, in that depth 
of anguish, " He hath done all things welV ? 

Monday^ December 14, 1868, was an extremely 
wet day, and in returning from his office he got 
wet through. "Whether or not this wetting was 
the original cause of his illness can never be 
. known. But he wrote a short note to his mother 
the next day, saying that he had taken a severe 
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cold ; and again the following day, saying that 
he had a very bad headache and stiffness of the 
neck. However, with his usual conscientious re- 
gard to duty, he went each day during the week 
to his office, although suffering from intense 
headache. On Monday, the 21st, he was too un- 
well to go to his work, but still no one about him 
had the slightest idea that he was seriously ill. 
But on Tuesday he expressed a wish to go down 
to his mother, at St Leonards, feeling that he 
needed " a little home nursing," which his brother 
thought would soon set him right. He telegraphed 
to St Leonards, to be met by a certain train. 
His mother met the train ; she had some difficulty 
in finding her dear son, but when at last he 
was helped out of the carriage, and she looked at 
him, it was as though an arrow had pierced her 
heart — so fearfully ill did he look. He was too 
ill to speak, or even to be spoken to. With what 
a pang did his mother inwardly exclaim, " Oh ! 
that I had but known I Oh I that a telegram had 
but been sent /or me; how soon would I have 
been at his side 1 " But it was too late ; and 
faith is too weak, even now, to dwell on the 
memory of second causes. He was assisted into 
the fly, and on arriving at home, placed on a sofa 
close to a good fire. He was utterly exhausted, 
cold as marble, and too ill to speak or be 
spoken to. His mother put hot stone-bottles to 
his feet, and gave him some arrowroot with port 
fn'ne in it After taking this he revived a little, 
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and spoke a few words at intervals in a low tone. 
His tender, deep, thonghtful love to his mother 
was most touchingly manifested in every word he 
spoke daring that very brief period of conscious- 
ness, as he lay on the sofa awaiting the arrival of 
the doctor. 

He was doubtless conscious that delirium was 
approaching, and most anxiously did he make the 
effort to prepare his mother beforehand. She did 
not talk to him, for she saw he was too ill for 
that, although she did not know the nature of his 
illness. 

At intervals, as his strength would permit, he 
spoke the following short sentences : — 

** Dearest mother, you must expect ups and 
downs in this illness "... *^ I want to tell you, 
while I am able^ that my head was affected last 
night" . . . *'I want to prepare you, dear 
mother, that you may take care of yourself-— -take 
care of yourself— take care of the girls " (his 
sisters). 

After a long pause, he said, very slowly and 
reverently — 

^^ Barling mother^ I hope there is no NEEDyi?r 
me to tell you, thai, I believe in the Lord Jesus 
Christ ; but this illness makes all sometimes dark 
— sometimss all is golden ! " 

And these were the last conscious words that 
precious son ever spoke I 

His mother replied — 

" No, my darling boy, there is no need for you 
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to tell me this, for I well know that you have long 
believed in and loved your Saviour ^ and given yonr 
heart to Him, This is my unspeakable comfort, for 
now I know you are safe in His hands j whatever 
may come ! " 

All this time was in waiting for the doctor. 

Presently the darling said he was tired of lying 
on the sofa, and that he should go out for a walk 
before the sun set. Oh ! how his mother's heart 
sank within her on hearing these words, which 
she knew indicated excitement of the brain. 

He then got up and walked about the room 
with a strong step, though before too weak to step 
alone. His mother begged him to lie down again, 
and at last he allowed her to lead him to the sofa, 
and he lay down again, turning his head to her 
as he did so, and saying, " Only to please you 
— only to please you I " 

The doctor came. The dear invalid objected to 
chest being sounded, but was otherwise not much 
excited. 

His mother needed not to be told that he was 
very seriously ill. The doctor expressed amaze- 
ment that any medical man should have allowed 
him in such a state to undertake a railway 
journey, and added, " It is well if it does not 
cost his life." He pronounced the illness to 
be typhoid fever, and said nothing could have 
tended more to excite the brain than a railway 
journey. 

His mother then got her darling up-stairs, un- 
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dressed him, and got him into bed. Quite alone 
she was. But he had not been many minutes in 
bed before the dreaded excitement began. He 
suddenly got up and went to the dressing-table 
near the window — and — God alone helped his poor 
mother, or he never would have entered that bed 
again. She then rang violently for help. . . . 
And now, a thick veil must be drawn over the 
agony of the four succeeding days and nights. 
For a whole week that beloved son had not had 
one moment's sleep or rest to his poor brain, in 
which the most acute inflammation was now 
raging, ending in brain fever. 

From that time, once only for two minutes was 
there consciousness, when he asked for " Mother." 
On her instantly going to the bed-side, he quite 
raised himself from his pillow, stretched out botli 
his arms, looked at her with — oh ! such a look of 
inexpressible love — then clasped his arms around 
her neck, giving her the most earnest, fervent 
kiss, and exclaiming, '^ Darling Tnother!^^ He 
then said, " How is dear little Nellie? " (his young- 
est sister). But, alas I in a moment this bright 
gleam was passed and gone, and the excitement 
of delirium again returned. 

All his mother will attempt to say of those 
dreadful days is, that " in the midst of judgment 
God remembered mercy." He was present to 
help and support in that furnace of affliction, 
which did indeed appear to have been "heated 
seven times more than it was wont to be heated." 
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On the Saturday afternoon (December 26), the 
first sleep began. Oh I how were our poor hopes 
raised I But, alas I it was but the sleep of ex- 
hausted nature, — a deep, deep sleep, during which 
the strength gradually sank ; — the pulse became 
weaker and weaker, and at eight o'clock on the 
Sunday morning the beloved sufferer slept in 
Jesus I 

" The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken 
away; blessed be the name of the Lord." 

Thanks be to God for the unspeakable consola- 
tion He has given his broken-hearted mother, in 
the full assurance — not merely a hope — that her 
most precious child is " with the Lord^^ in glory. 

His deep, earnest, devoted piety ; his holy, con- 
sistent life and conversation ; his fervent love to 
his Saviour ; his simple trust in Him as all his 
salvation ; his earnest efforts for the good of 
others, and more especially of his dear brothers 
and sisters ; these, and a thousand other precious 
memories, speak words of such deep comfort to his 
mother's desolate heart, that she can truly, while 
thinking of him, join in that beautiful prayer, 
"We thank Thee, heavenly Father, for all Thy 
servants departed this life in Thy faith and fear, 
beseeching Thee so to give us grace to follow their 
holy example, that with them we may be par- 
takers of Thy heavenly kingdom I " 

What a son he was, no tongue can tell ! His 
tender, touching devotion to his mother struck all 
who knew him. Since his beloved father was 
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called home^ he indeed made it his one effort to be 
her prop and comfort. Ever has he been whisper- 
ing words of heavenly consolation into her desolate 
heart, and trying to cheer her with those precious 
promises from God's Word, which now return with 
double power to her mind. 

Lest the foregoing pages should be considered 
as the too partial record of his mother^ there are 
annexed a few extracts from the scores of letters 
received from friends who were intimately ac- 
quainted with him, and who wrote to express their 
sympathy on his death. 



APPENDIX. 



LETTERS OF SYMPATHY FROM 

FRIENDS. 



No. 1. 

^^ January ^ 1869. 

*^ My dear Mrs Kingsmill, — We have seen, 
with extreme pain, the notice of your sad and 
grievous loss ; and you have our truest sym- 
pathy in your bitter sorrow. ... I fear that 
this sad event must have been both sudden and 
unexpected. I feel his loss personally very much. 
I had a great regard for him, and esteemed very 
highly his affectionate nature and his religious 
principle. 

"But I will not intrude further upon your 
sorrow, except once more to assure you and 
yours of our heartfelt sympathy in your aiHiction. 
— Believe me, my dear Mrs Kingsmill, yours 
very sincerely, 

" R. W. Bush." 
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No. 2. 

From the Senior Clerk at Lambeth Police 

Court. 

" Lambeth Police Court, 

24th December 1868. 

^^Dear Madam, — I receive your sad news* with 
inexpressible sorrow — ^most unexpected as it is; 
for I had no fear that my poor friend required 
anything more than temporary rest, and a little 
treatment for a cold. 

" Every one here shares in this feeling of sorrow, 
from Mr Elliott downwards. 

" But I hope and trust that, with God's blessing, 
he will soon be restored to health by your care; 
and I hope I do not exact too much at such a 
time, if I ask that I may hear of his progress (to 
recovery as I trust) at every convenient oppor- 
tunity. — I am, madam, yours faithfully, 

"J. P. Perry." 



No. 3. 

From the same. 

** Lahpeth Police Court, 

2Sth December 1868. 

" My dear Mr Kingsmill, — I have no lan- 
guage for my grief, nor words of sympathy . at 

* Of his Bevere illness and inability to t^tvjxv!^^ ^Q2t& ^^&!(^^^s^ 
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command sufficient for the terrible event you 
communicate ; it is so shocking — so unexpected to 
me. I feel much more than I can express for 
your dear mother and sisters, you and your 
brothers, in this heavy calamity. 

" The loss of such a son and such a brother is 
indeed very hard to bear; and you may believe 
me, my loss in him, too, is very great and 
grievous. 

" I loved and regarded him deeply ; and he had 
so endeared himself to all here by his most ami- 
able qualities, that the loss is felt by every one as 
a personal one. 

"It is not for me to speak to any member 
of your family of the sources of consolation. 
I hope and pray that they may be opened abund- 
antly upon your mother and sisters and all the 
family, in this most trying hour of affliction. 

" But I must say, that I thoroughly and heartily 
believe that our loss is his gain ; and that we may 
confidently trust his pure spirit in the hands of 
our Father in heaven. — Believe me, dear Mr 
Kingsmill, yours faithfully, J. P. Perry.'* 



No. 4. 

" Lambeth Police Court, 

Becmber 30, 1868. 

My deab Madam,— I am afraid that anything 
I may Bay will hardly be able to mi.Ug«.tft at the 
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present time the great grief you no doubt feel at 
the loss of your excellent son ; but I am sure I 
should not be doing justice to my own feelings, 
and those of my colleague, Mr Woolrych, if I did 
not write to express to you the high sense enter- 
tained by us of his character, and the great loss 
we have sustained by his premature removal from 
us. We have always found him attentive to his 
work, and most trustworthy; and his mild and 
amiable manners endeared him to us all. I know 
his colleague, Mr Perry, thought most highly of 
him ; and it will be difficult to supply his place 
here. 

" I am sure, from what I have heard, you will 
derive all the comfort and consolation which a 
deep religious feeling can afford at such a time ; 
and I hope a kind Providence will support you in 
this your sad affliction. — Believe me to remain, 
my dear madam, yours very sincerely, 

" G. P. Elliott. 

" Mrs KingsmiU." 



No. 5. 



" Christ Church Vicarage, 

Streatham Hill, S.W., 

Deceniber 29, 1868. 

" My deab Mrs Kingsmill, — I was greatly 
shocked by your son Joseph's letter this morning 



ri^ 
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informing me that his brother Tom was no more. 
Why, it was only last Wednesday week that he was 
at our Rifle Corps Meeting, in all the buoyancy of 
health, receiving various prizes, too I 

" How fearful a trial it must be to you and all 
his fond brothers and sisters to be thus suddenly 
deprived of him for ever in this world! Truly 
thankful am I to hear that you find all-sufficient 
support in this your great bereavement. I shall 
be so much obliged if, when he is able to do so, 
Joseph would kindly let me know what was the 
nature of his brother's illness ; for until I had the 
letter this morning, I had no idea but that Tom 
was as well as when I saw him. — With the best 
regards to all your family, believe me very truly 
yours, WoDEHOusE Eaven." 



No. 6. 



"Strkatham Hill, S.W., 

29th December 1868. 

"My dear Mrs Kingsmill, — Accept, I pray, 
ray sincere sympathy in the dreadful affliction 
which has fallen upon you. In a family so united 
by deep and tender affection, any loss must be 
deeply felt ; but this seems the heaviest possible. 
Once more we have to wonder how it is that the 
good are so often taken early. If I think more 
of any quality than another in your departed son, 
J^ 18 the quiety earnest gooduefts which distin- 
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guished him. In kindness to others he lost all 
following of personal ambition, and simply did 
well and religiously what he had to do. In the 
Rifle Corps he will always be remembered and 
missed, if indeed his death does not make the corps 
for many only a thing of the past. May God give 
you and yours comfort and strength in this dark- 
ness and sorrow I — Yours most sincerely, 

" William M. Ord. 

"MrsKingsmill." 



No. 7. 



" December 2Sy 1868. 

" My dear a , — The startling and terrible 

news of poor dear Tom's death has shocked us all 
in a degree which you can understand, but which 
I cannot describe. You do not know how we 
loved him — loved him for his unostentatious good- 
ness; for the high principle and Christian rectitude 
which governed every action of his life ; for the 
depth and gentleness of his nature ; and for his 
meek unconsciousness of being possessed of these 
rich and rare qualities. I have had no such grief 
since my dear brother died, and that deep grief is 
now renewed. 

" When your poor mother and sisters can re- 
ceive a message from us, assure them of our deep, 
deep feeling with them in this their mysterious 
affliction. God only can comfett \Xi<£ai^ ^css.^ \f^ 
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God's goodness and mercy I commend you all.- 

I am, my dear A , affectionately yours, 

" B, L. J. 

** Andrew Kingsmill, Esq." 



No. 8. 



" St Pancras Vicarage, 

31 Gordon Square, W.C, 

December 29, 1868. 

" My VERY DEAR Mrs Kinosmill, — How easy 
is it for friends to say, ' Be comforted I ' How easy 
for them to believe that the God of your son and 
husband, and your own God, has purposes of mercy 
towards you and yours in this last trial I How easy 
is it to have this faith and this hope concerning 
others, as I and many more have concerning you I 
How hard to have them when we ourselves are 
the sufferers I Yet are we sure that He, who loves 
you so well, and loved your precious husband and 
your dear son, will give you the strength to bear 
this. It has been your prayer, it was your dear 
husband's, that you might be an unbroken family 
in heaven, and now God is going on to grant the 
prayer. Another has gone to be ^with Christ, 
which is far better.' ^ Yet a little while and He 
that shall come will come, and will not tarry.' 
A little while and you shall meet these dear ones 
who are only gone before, perfect in the Saviour's 
likeDess, and for ever blessed m tl[x^ Saviour's 
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presence. We shall not fail to bear you and yours 
upon our hearts. But what are our prayers? 
He carries you in His heart, who has taken those 
you so dearly loved to His own bosom. — With 
love to all your dear ones, believe me yours most 
truly and affectionately, 

" W. W. Champneys." 

" P. S. — My dearest wife joins in all my words 
and wishes." 



No. 9. 



" St Leonards-on-Sea. 

" My dear Mrs Kingsmill, — I have not ven- 
tured to trespass on the sacred privacy of your 
sorrow, even by a letter, till I had reason to know 
that the remains of your dear son had been laid 
to rest, in the sure and certain hope of everlasting 
life ; and now that T am writing, I am sure I do 
not know what to say to the mother of such a 
son ; except that if our religion be true, as I be- 
lieve it to be, you have more cause for grateful and 
chastened thankfulness than for sorrow. 

" Your son is with his Saviour. Only a thin 
veil separates him from you ; and, when the time 
comes, you and he and his father, and all you have 
loved and lost, will be reunited in the embrace of 
eternity. If God be true, this is true. Let your 
mind rest on this, and be sustained. — Yours most 
faithfully, H* "Ra^T^^^-^r 
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No. 10. 

" My dear , — I cannot tell how grieved I 

am for you all. 

" I grieve for his loss as if he were one of my 
own family ; for I valued the high qualities of his 
nature, and envied his earnest faith and loving 
spirit. And you, who knew him so intimately, 
must have had more to admire and love ; for his 
was a character that developed itself best to those 
who knew him best. 

'' Will you assure your mother of the sympathy 
of one who will always have a tender memory of 
her son, as a friend whose loss cannot be replaced, 
but who also believes, as he believed, ^in the 
communion of saints.' — ^Affectionatelv yours, 

""^E. A. J." 



No. 11. 



" January 6, 1869. 

" My dear Mrs Kingsmill, — I have not writ- 
ten before to you, because I did not wish to intrude 
upon the silent sorrow of the first anguish of your 
present great loss. My sympathy, however, is 
none the less real, and my thoughts and prayers 
have been constantly with you in your hour of 
trial. To lose a son is always a heavy blow ; but 
when he leaves the place of an almost second hus- 
band to you, and father to his brothers and sisters, 
how much greater the vacancy created I And yet 
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out of the selfishness of personal loss, can we not 
all feel, in dear Tom's case, that it is better far as 
it is? 

" His short life has been one of active work and 
rapid Christian development; and he has gone 
to his grave honoured and loved by all here, and 
fully prepared, by God's mercy, through his 
Saviour, for eternal happiness. How many a 
mother would envy you even the firm knowledge 
you possess of his present and eternal glory I 

" For myself, I feel a personal loss as of a dear 
brother. 

" I will not dwell on the painful part of his 
sufferings, but try, with you, to think of him only 
as a blessed one with his Saviour, and pray for 
grace so to follow his bright example as to be 
partaker of his heavenly bliss. — Ever yours very 
affectionately, ." 



No. 12. 



" My dear , — Your letter received to-day 

has given me the deepest pain. I had hoped 
against hope that a different result might come 
of this, dear Tom's last illness. 

"It is to me most mysterious. One tries to 
comprehend why one so young and so truly dear 
and useful to all should be thus early removed ; 
but truly ' are God's ways past finding out I ' 
Yet, when I look back on the past, and recall him, 
now at rest, was there not surely something in 
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his character which pointed to an early rest ? I 
do not think I ever knew any young man whose 
character so early ripened into all that was manly 
and to be admired, while his whole life, latterly 
especially, was that of a sincere, unaffected, 
humble, true child of God. In this happy reflec- 
tion must be the solace of your dear mother and 
you all, though the vacancy is so terrible. 

" May God bless and keep you all in this hour 
of need, is my earnest prayer.-Yours ever affec- 
tionately, ^." 



No. 13. 



^* January ^y 1869. 

"Dearest Mrs Kengsmill, — How can I ex- 
press my sorrow and sympathy for you in your 
new and heavy trial ? Suddenly yesterday I saw 
the announcement in the paper. I feel as 
if I could hardly believe it — that fine, bright 
young man so suddenly taken. To-day, a note 

from F tells the nature of his illness. I fear 

he must have been unconscious chiefly ; and that 
you have no such memories of the dying bed to 
raise you above your natural feelings as you 
had before in his dear father's glorious farewell. 
Can you not imagine the father's tender joy in 
welcoming one of his darlings ' home.' 

" But for you, dearest, much-tried friend, the 
stroke is sore indeed. Such a sweet son I Such 
a noble, excellent young man in all respects I 
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" I am so glad I saw him when I was in London. 
Your sweet family group has often been a picture 
to my mind since ; and his was a face to dwell 
upon beyond its outward, external beauty, it 
spoke of so much beneath. I could at once realise 
all I had ever heard of him, and the impression 
conveyed by his share in those beautiful memorials 
I had the privilege of seeing. . . . — Believe me, 
yours ever affectionately, ." 



No. 14. 



^*My PRECIOUS Friend, — What can I say to 
you in this unexpected bereavement? It has 
shocked and startled us so greatly. Dear Tom I 
I can hardly believe there is no mistake. So short 
a time it seems since I saw the dear, gentle, manly 
fellow with your other treasures around you, all 
so happy in each other. Dear Tom! he was 
always so affectionate to me, and I am so glad to 
think he was so much to us all, that we all had 
a share of him. 

^^And, my darling friend, you are a happy 
mother. I have just come from one dear, sweet 
Christian woman, who would give worlds could 
she lay her only son in his grave in the thought 
that he had passed the innocent, pure life yours 
has done — knowing, trusting, and loving his 
Saviour — a crown of glory to you, dear sorrowful 
mother. Worthily, through God's mercy, has 
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he followed his father's steps, and another of 
your jewels is safe in heaven ; and even though 
the dear Saviour has called away another staunch 
earthly prop, you will rejoice with him, for he has 
gone to his earthly and to his Heavenly Father ; 
and through this trial perhaps your other darlings 
may strive more earnestly after the prize he 
sought, and learn to see greater beauty in the 
Lord he loved. . . . May the dear Lord be very 
near you all, and bless and comfort you Himself, 
prays your loving friend, ." 



No. 15. 



"... I say to you, dear aflOiicted one, what 
came to my mind when we heard of dear Tom's 
sudden removal. His death, so young, made me 
think of Enoch, — ^he walked with God, and God 
60 loved him that He took him to Himself. I 
have read in memoirs of such a beautiful and con- 
sistent Christian character, but I have never before 
known a young man of whom I could say he was 
80 mature and consistent a child of God. May 
our loving Father help you all daily to see the 
love of this sudden and mysterious dispensation 
of His providence. . . . — Yours most affection- 
ately, ." 
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